MR.  LAWRENCE'S  POEMS

would be valid, as those of the great epic and
lyric poets will be valid, even if all record of his
individual biography were lost.

Mr. Lawrence must be read in the light of these
statements ; and of his other statement that" the
things the young man says are very rarely poetry.
So I have tried to let the demon say his say, and to
remove the passages where the young man
intruded." He is, in other words, a limited, a
writhing, a bewildered poet: honest, muscular,
out of touch with ordinary mankind, afraid of
himself and afraid of others, at one moment
surrendering to beauty, at the next tortured by the
thought that the surrender may have been too
easy. A philosophy nobody but a solemn ass
will ever get out of Mr. Lawrence : he is a poet, a
brooder, an introspective sensualist: a man cap-
able of violent flights towards the ideal and
violent revulsions against it: but quite incapable
of philosophic generalisation, or any such under-
standing of other people as would make him feel
that his experiences were universal. His form is
not usually lyric : but for what he is worth he is in
the category of Heine, Burns, and Catullus,
though these were all better artists than he : the
interest goes out of his work if there is no interest
in himself.

There will be, I think. Nobody up to the
present (though one knows not what the future
may hold) has called Mr. D. H. Lawrence lovable.
He confides enough, in all conscience: if con-
cordats could be made on the basis of confessions
about fleshly weaknesses, we should all feel that